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Boys (1⁄0 


DISCLAIMER: Don't know them, never met them, wasn't there in the period l'm writing about so | have no idea 


what I'm talkign about so l'm just making things up for my own personal enjoyment 
KR RK RRR RR KKK 


Vince ordered a bottle of vodka and a beer chaser, and kept a hard grip on the neck of the former as he 
worked his way through it. 


"You gonna drink all that yourself?" asked a familiar voice. The opening act, mingling with him down at the hotel 
bar. Just great. 


"Just try and take it from me," Vince slurred, rounding a shoulder protectively toward the bottle. 
"Rough night?" Axl asked. 
"Fuck off" 


"This is about a bitch, ain't it?" 


Vince dumped another swallow of vodka down his throat. The beer remained untouched, condensation dripping 


down its sides. 

"Mind?" asked Axl, reaching toward the beer. 

Vince watched the amber bottle slide away from him. Fuck it. He let it go. 

"This is about Nikki, isn't it?" Axl said. 

"Fuck off." Another heavy tilt of the bottle. 

"Let's go." A hand patted his shoulder. Axl was off his stool, and he wanted Vince up, too. "Come on" 

"Where?" But he was halfway across the room already, stumbling along in Axl's grip on his arm. On his feet he 
expected to really feel the effects of the vodka, but if anything his head felt more sober, and he realized that 


what he'd been wallowing in at the bar was more misery than alcohol, as the slosh of his still-three-quarters- 


full pint bottle attested to. 


"Where the fuck we going?" he asked as Axl pulled him into an elevator that was magically ejecting its 
passengers as they walked up. 


Axl's finger jabbed a floor button. his other hand still held a strong grip on Vince's wrist. Vince risked a look 
over, expecting to see the ridiculous bandanas. Instead he saw stick-straight hair and a chest that looked to be 


breathing a bit fast. 

The elevator dinged. The doors opened. 

"Im not going back to my room," Vince slurred as Axl hauled him out of the elevator box. 
"Nikki's room then?" 


He didn't even think they were on the right floor, not for his room or Nikki's room. Axl fingered a key out of 
his pocket and trusted Vince to lean against the wall by the door as he opened it. The fact that Axl had the 
key didn't quite register with Vince, and he blinked as Axl yanked him into the room, flicking the light on at the 


same time. 
"Is this your--" 


--room? The bed's box spring complained just a little when Axis boot on his butt sent him reeling onto it. He 
banged a shin against the nightstand. His free hand grabbed for the nailed-to-the-wall headboard and missed. 
His other hand was tasked with keeping the vodka bottle upright, a task it took seriously, to the detriment of 


all other coordination. 


The bed was narrow--a queen Nothing like the big sprawling thing he had in his room. Nikki's room. Either one. 
Vince was still working out what he was doing in Axl's room staring at one of Axl's bandanas hanging over the 
digital clock on the nightstand on the far side of the bed when Axl circled an arm around his waist and pulled 


him down. Until that moment he'd been on knees. Somewhat. He collapsed on his side, half on top of Axl. 


‘lm not gonna sleep it off, fuckhead. I've hardly even gotten fucking started for the night" He grabbed for the 
fake headboard again to pull himself up. His fingers slipped. 


"Get in a fight with Nik?" Axl asked, pulling him down again, apparently without too much effort. 

He shook his head to clear it. Axl scooted out from under him. The vodka bottle thumped against the wooden 
wall alongside the bed. The bed itself thunked against the wall as Axl got his knees behind Vince. His hands 
crawled to Vince's front. 

"Lemme alone," Vince said, swatting with the bottle. "Told you I'm not ready to sleep it off." 

"I heard you guys yelling." 

"The fuck you know about it” 

"You fight every fucking night" 

"Not like tonight" 

"No, not like tonight. He's been seeing someone." 

"Fuck you." 

"You know he's been seeing someone." 

"The fuck are you doing?" Vince grabbed for the headboard again, even using the tips of the fingers of the 
hand that held the vodka. The tips of his fingers caught hold. He began to pull himself up onto his knees again, 
away from Axl's fingers before they could finish getting the zipper on the front of his leather trousers down. 
"You know who it is?" Axl asked, and Vince stopped his effort to get away a moment as Axl, also on his knees, 
hands on Vince's hips, pulled Vince's ass back, just a little, just enough to press against... Leather slipped against 


denim so fucking well. 


"What's your fucking point?" Vince asked. He pulled himself horizontal, leaning over the side of the bed so he 
could set the bottle down on the floor. 


Axl straightened too, laying himself on top of Vince. "Its a chick" 
"| know! 

"He's been seeing her for months." 

"| fucking know already" 

"So what are you going to do" 


Its not your fucking business. Stop poking your nose where it doesn't belong." But he didn't try to slide out 
from under Axl. He didn't try to stop Axl's hands from roaming his body, over his clothes. 


Under his clothes. 

Axl slipped to the side, brought his thigh up over the backs of Vince's legs. He pushed his fingers under the 
waistband of Vince's trousers, making them tighten in the front. The tips of Axl's fingers were warm, and just 
the slightest bit rough. 

‘| was gonna fuck you," Axl said 

"Join the fucking club." Vince's fingers caressed the lip of the bottle. 

| don't wanna." 


"Thanks. That makes me feel even fucking better." 


He felt Axis weight on him again, pressing on his ass, his thighs, his back. Axl's voice was at his ear when he 
spoke: "I don't wanna join the fucking club, asshole." 


His fingers drew Vince's hair away from his neck. 
Vince's thumb slid up and down the neck of the bottle. 


Warm breath kissed his neck, and then warm lips, and then the kiss was gone. Like everything. Axl let Vince's 
hair go. He laid his forehead against the back of Vince's head. 


"Fuck the club," Axl said without lifting his head. "Let's just make it you and me. Fuck the fucking club." 
Much as he wanted to believe that could be done, he'd been in the business too fucking long. He reached back, 


found hair that wasn't his own. It was cool on his fingers. He closed his fist, holding Axl close to him for a 


second longer. 


And then he said, "How about, lets just fuck, okay? | think | can handle things on that level” 
Quietly, Axl said, "How about you just go back upstairs? Back to Nikki." 


His weight came off Vince's back The bed complained, and then it was silent. Vince listened to Axl's boots 
crossing the carpet. 


The door opened, letting in the far-off hum of the floor's ice machine, and then it closed. Firmly. 

Vince's fingers regained their hold on the neck of the vodka bottle. 

Well, Axl was right. It wasn't like he was going to give Nik up so easily. Not over a fucking chick. Not for the 
offer of something perhaps less dysfunctional, if only slightly so. No. What the fuck would he do without the 
dysfunction? And who'd be there to keep Nikki from killing himself? 

He rolled onto his back and fed himself vodka until the bottle came up empty. Then he hung his head over the 
side of the bed and considered waiting for someone to find him. But in the end he struggled back semi-upright 
and pulled the phone onto the bed. He punched the zero. He didn't know what the front desk said when they 
picked up. He asked for Nikki, using Nikki's code name. After four rings, a sluggish voice came on the line, 
mumbling something with "fuck" in it. 

"Nikki, | don't know where | am," Vince said. He straightened a leg. The empty bottle tumbled to the floor. 
"Where the fuck are you?" Nikki asked. 

"| just fucking said." 

"Did you leave the hotel?" 

Vince thought a minute. "No." 

"What do you see?" 

A bandana covering the clock "I'm in Axis room." 

"Where's Axl?" 

"| don't know." 


"The fuck are you doing in Axl's room?" 


"Nikki? Come get me?" 


"| don't fucking--" There was a sigh. A few seconds of consideration Then: "All right. Give me, fucking, five, ten 


minutes. I'll figure out where you are." 

"Nikki?" 

"What?" 

"Is she there?" 

Another few seconds. More consideration? Then: "Fuck, Vince. No." 
| thought you called her." 


"Jesus, she's gotta get a flight. She's gotta get picked up at the airport. She's gotta fucking pack. She won't be 
here till tonight." 


"Nik?" 

"How am | supposed to come get you if you keep me tied to this phone?" 

"Can | stay with you, just until morning?" 

"Vince. It is morning." 

Vince looked up. Axl hadn't shut the thick drapes. Thin light filtered through the gauzy privacy curtains. 

Behind him, a key scraped in a lock. A door opened. 

"Never mind," Vince said, the receiver already away from his mouth. He set it down on the base. 

The room key and its oversized plastic key fob hit the top of the dresser with a sound so clear it was surreal. 


"Thought you'd have left," Axl said, not looking at him. Stepping on the back of one boot then the other to 
remove them, using the top of the dresser for balance. "See you made it through the bottle." 


"Can | stay here?" 
"Whatever." 
Axl disappeared into the bathroom. Vince pushed back the top of the sheets, then realized he was fighting 


against himself. He slid off the bed. He pulled off his own shoes. By the time Axl emerged, Vince was under the 
sheets, watching for him. 


Axl seemed to pay him no attention. He'd removed his shirt in the bathroom. Now he dropped his jeans. Then 
his boxers. He sat on the edge of the bed to tug off his socks. Then he managed to lift the sheets and climb 
underneath without once turning toward Vince. 

"| don't remember what | said," Vince said, Nikki gone from his mind, a need to feel that red hair again replacing 
all thoughts of the dark-hair bassist. The dark-haired asshole. He wanted to scoot closer, put his teeth the 
pale shoulder that was just half an inch below his now-hovering thumb. He wanted to taste it with his tongue, 
send a shiver up Axl's spine. 

"| waited for you," he said, letting his fingers touch that hair. 

"You were right," he said, letting the hair slide off the side of hand. 

"Whatever you said," he said, "you were right" 

His hand moved over Axl's shoulder, down his arm, his hip. He squeezed Ax's thigh through the bedspread and 
sheets. Somehow the space had closed between them, and he could feel heat radiating off Axl's ass under the 
blankets. 

"Axl?" he said. 

"What?" 

"Can | stay? Tonight? After the show?" 


There were a few seconds. Axl considering? Then: "Yeah, Vince. Okay.” 


Vince ducked his head and breathed in, taking in Axl's shampoo, and the smell of the toothpaste he'd just used 
on his mouth. "Thanks," he said, and held on. 


When he woke, hours later and with a pounding head, he was still holding on He moved closer and tightened his 
hold. Something to get him through. That's all he needed. Something to get him through. 


How long could the bitch last? 


How long could that fucking cocksucking bitch last without him? 


